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in the riots which distinguished the Methodist
crusade. Wesley never flinched or quailed ; not
once would he hide or slink away. If infuriated
gangs of hulking ruffians murderously battered
down doors to get at him, he would face them
serenely, and so terrific was the spell he cast, that
when this man, less than five foot six inches tall,
looked the burliest drunken hero in the eye, it was
die latter who recoiled. Or Wesley would start
talking in his calm voice against a howling fury,
and gradually the tumult would subside ; and
often the rabble that had come to injure him
would disperse blessing him. If he had to walk
through a ravening mob, he would uncover his
head so that they might see his face, and then the
surging mass would give way before him. His
favourite method was to go up to the ringleader
and take him by the hand ; and then, time and
again, the man who had come to incite others to
homicidal wrath would become his protector. It
seemed as though his life were charmed. Although
occasionally he would be struck to the ground, or
be hit by stones, times without number he emerged
unharmed when missiles were hurled at him, blows
aimed at him, walls on which he stood to preach
pushed down Irom under him. He tells as an
instance of "how God overrules even the minutest
circumstances/' that when preaching at the Cross*
at Bolton, " one man was bawling at my ear,
when a stone struck him on the chest, and he was
still. A second was forcing his way down to me,